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Two months had scarcely elapsed since the faithless one had
recited in the Convent of the Abbaye aux Bois that very
P/itdre in the presence of the illustrious author of the " Genie
du Christianisme." She had received her first ideas of this
rrjle from the lips of that great apostle of legitimacy. She had
had the inestimable privilege of hearing it discussed in the
presence of him who had written so eloquent, though so erro-
neous an analysis of the Greek queen's character. She had
probably adopted the opinions echoed by his entourage, and
seen in Phldre " a mixture of spirit and matter, of despair
and amorous phrensy that is beyond all expression. The
woman who could be resigned to an eternity of suffering had
she enjoyed one moment of happiness, that woman belongs not
to the characters of antiquity. She is the last, the reprobate
Christian ****** }jer W0rds are those of the
damned."
The boldness of Mademoiselle Maxine in undertaking Phe-
dre the preceding year probably proved an incentive to Made-
moiselle Rachel to try her far greater powers in this difficult
role—the most difficult, indeed, of all the classic repertoire, the
one that stamps the seal of genius on the actress, or reveals that
what was hitherto taken for genius was only talent Here
too the actress had to contend against the impression Made-
moiselle Duchesnois had made in the part, an impression that
survived in the memory of many present. Mademoiselle Du-
chesnois was, certes, very inferior in some points to her young
successor, but she possessed qualities most indispensable to
tragedy of which Rachel was entirely destitute; she had from
nature the faculty of expressing tenderness in its most moving
form, depth of feeling in its most sympathetic, heart-stirring,
passionate moods. Phedre, the role of her debut, had remain-
ed her favorite one throughout her long career, and she had
never acted it without drawing tears from every spectator.
Ten years had scarcely elapsed since her death, and that ad-
mirable, tear-pregnant voice still echoed in the hearts of
many.
Mademoiselle Rachel knew well that she had to contend
with these souvenirs; she knew, too, that she herself had been
always reproached with a hick of tenderness, and she had re-

